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“*So vou're to begin ship's duties to
Miss Smith o' Monday—eh, Tad?" re-
murked the Captain, thoughtfully, to
break a little silence which had fallen
upon the groap.

. was the reply, “ and Il
du i:l-_!h- =he'll }I]\' I‘.:v‘.”

« She'll be hard to suit if she don't,
retnrned Mrs. Flage,
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flashed
blue yarn sock that she was knitting |
for lin-l'..l-!:;':d. For the eood lj[,'('l’\'.ll
whose heart was laree enourh to take

emphatically

as they |

in the meshes of a

in at least half a dozen motherless hoys |
and giris, had begun to regard Tad |
with considerable favor.

*T know she'll like you,” said Polly,
confidently, as she looked up from the
fascinating pames of * Little Women,™
which she was reading for the first time, |
while Bounce slumbered peacefully in |
her Iap.

“Yon just goon and do your duty
unto Miss Smith accordin’® as you'd
have it done to vou, Tad,” remarked |
the Captain, oracularly, “and vyon |
needn’t no fears. Miss Smith," |
continued Captain Flage, with upraised
finger to command attention, **is a fe-
male that's had a tempestuous v'y'ge
in life, as it were, a-losing of every re-
Iation she had, which has gone to muke
her a biteranky; but she's good-hearted
and God-fearin®, and once you get into
her good books, you're alw ays there.”

have

“They say she’s got a han'sum prop- |

erty that her folks left her—some-
wheres nigh tea thousan' dollars,” Mrs,
Flage observed, in a voice indieative of
considerable respect for the possesszor
of such wealth. For in Bixport the
person with an unencumbered estate

aud 8 thousand dolfars was “well-to- |

do™; he who had five thousand was well
off; while the owner of ten thonsand
dollars was regarded in the light of a
millionaire.

CHAPTER X.

On the following morninz, when
Tad, having opened his eyes to the
olad sunlizght which streamed in st the
cast window of his little room, began
to pull his drowsy ideas together, he
semembered that it was Sunday.

“They’ll want me to go to chureh,
and 1 don’t look decent,” thought Tad,
Jiwr-n--n‘.:nriy. with a glance in the di-
cection of the chair where he had
piaced his threadbare clothing the
night before.

But what was this? A partly worn
suit of serviceable tweed cloth—the
very counterpart of that in which Joe
Whitney was arrayed when he sprang
aboard the “Mary J.,”" hung over the
chair-back. And that was not all. In
the chair itself lay all the other essen-
tials of 2 boy's toilet, neatly folded,
even to a coarse white linen collar, a

whisp of black neck-ribbon, a pair of | fingers unclosed, and after a monient
but little nsed lace-up boots, and a |

“zecond-best” straw hat.

Scarcely able to believe the evidence
of his astonished eyes, Tad slipped out
* of bed and proceeded to investigate.
On the top of the pile was a bit of pa-
per, whereon, in an irregular, boyish
serawl, were written the words: “to Pay
for makin' Miss smith think you was
Il&-f.lmd playin i was a bare.—J, Whit-
vey, "’

:lllﬁt:l’ad had gone to bed on the
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[ speak, the church was well filled.

| ean be, and I wish I had something to

previous evening, Mrs. Flagg slipped
over to Dezeon Whitney's, and ably
seconded by the epecial pleadings of
Joe, snceeceded in enlisting the full sym-
pathies of the family in behalf of shab-
bilv-dressed Tad. Joe's wardrobe was
overhauled, and a selection made, re-
sulting in the surprise to Tad which I
have mentioned.

“Well, he’s what I eall a nice-look-
ing boy,” was Mrs. Flarg's inward
comment, as Tad, with hair neatly
combed and face and hands secrubbed
till they fairly shone, came shyly down-
stairs gressed in his new suit.

Polly smiled upon him approvingly;
the Captain remarked that he didn't
know about taking such a dandified-
looking chap to church along of such

and Mrs. Flage gave
kiss.

“That’s so much like Joe,” langhed
Polly, as the display of the paper which
Tad had found with his litue gift
necessitated an explanation of Joe's
previous performances.

“Always remember, Tad," ecoun-
selled the Captain, with a zrave shake
of the down to the
Solomon says
a olad father
wairned |

him a motherly

head, as they sat

togrether, *“what
about & wise son makin’
and—and he tlst
thereby is not wisge,” concluded Captain
Flage, who was sometimes u little hazy

pss of his 11:::-!.‘{'.ilvt.~.
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After breakfast, the Captain read a
chapter from the New Testament alound, ‘

makine comments upon the text, for|
i cation of Tad and Polly, who
listened with respectful attention. And
then, after awhile, at the !
the rather unmusieal church-bell, 1!.1-}
whele family l;i"'*rI"I!i‘I_'.' made Ii;:‘fl':

close by,
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summons of

way to the meeting-house,
The Bixporters were, generally speak- |
ing, a church-going people; and, on the |

pleasant April morning of which 1|

To Tad’s secret joy, Deacon Whit-
ney's pew was next Captain Flagg's,
and soon be had the extreme satisfac-
tion of seeing Joe filine in ahead of his
sister, followed by Mrs. Whitney and
the Joc at the extreme
end, and thus the two boys were divided
only by the slight partition between
the pews.

Joe greeted Tad with a wink, and
clasping his hands together, rolled his
eyes upward, as though in rapturous
astonishment at Tad's festive appear-
ance.

“I think vou're just as good as you

sat

deacon.

give you!" whisperod Tad, warmly.
*“Poh, that's aH right,” returned Joe,

shrugzging his shoulders carelessly; and

{ & whispered conversation ensued, which

was only checked by the entrance of |

the minister; whereat Joe, duly admon-
ished by a poke of his sister’s fan, and

“ WELL, H'i-'.-l“ WHAT 1 CALL A NICE-
LOOKING BOY."

a rlance of mild rebuke from the dea-

into a temporary atien-

his hands Dbeing plunged

con, subsided
tion, with
deeply into his pockets aud his eves
fixed steadfastly upon gzood Mr. Allen.
But, I am sorry to say, Joe's thoughts
were by no means in keeping with the
place. He was cherishing, and even
] a dite revenge on uncon-
seions Samantha Nason—who sat di-
reetly in front of him, in Miss Smith's

pew—for what he called ker “tattling™ |

of the previous day.

T}‘.l‘ serviee ]H'Hi'-‘l‘tfl'li in the guml
old-fashioned way peculiar to country
churches. All  denominations wor-

shipped under the same roof, and Mr.
Allen’s words were but a plain m:al‘

Nason bounced to her feet with a stifled
exclamation, and clutched frantically
at her back hair. Unfortunately she
canght hold of the innocent beetle it
self, and, giving vent to a shrill
scream that made the rafters of the
house ring, she threw it violently from
her, to the great counsternation of
every one in the house, many of whom
imagined Miss Nason had discovered &
mouse in the pew.

Mr. Allen pronounced the benedice-
tion and dismissed his congregation.
And naughty Joe Whitney, holding Lis
cap before his face, choked and gasped,
in the agonles of suppressed laughter,
all the way to the door.

CHAPTER X1

The promise of April had given
place to the fulfillments of June, filling
the air with summer sunshine and
beauty. Tad, under the supervision of
Miss Smith, whose angular features
were shaded by an immense garden-
hat, was weeding the pansy-bed in the
front yard. Miss Smith, who was a
great flower-lover, made somewhat of
a specialty of cultivating sweet-peas
and pansies, which she gave awuy in
their season with a liberal hand.

You would hardly have recognized
Tad m the brown-faced boy, in blue
overalls, bending lovingly over the
quaint, upturned flower-faces that
peered into his own. He had taken to
his new vocation with surprising read-
iness, and Miss Smith sceretly congrat-
ulated herself on having at last found

a bov after her own heart, though she
= . o . |
seldom allowed her satisfaction to show |

itself in the form of words.

“Here comes that Forrest chap
acain,” muttered Miss Smith, discon-
tentedly, as she glanced toward an
elaborately-dressed young man who
was sauntering along the elm-shaded
street: I wish he’d kept away about

| his own business, and not come idling

round, taking your attentionefi’n your
work.™

For Mr. Paul Forrest was one of John
Doty's city boarders, who had seraped
an acquaintance with Tad very soon
after coming to Bixport. He seemed
to take a singular interest in Tad,
which, as he explained to Miss Smith,
arose from the boy's strong resem-
blanee to his youngest and only brother,
who had died a year previous—*the
last ore, excepting myself, of a family
of seven,” he said, with a sad smile.
For Mr. Forrest did a great deal of
smiling, first and last; and, curious
enough, Tad, in some vague way, was
reminded by it of the genial Mr. Jones,
whom he had met in Boston, before
coming to Bixport. Of course, this
was simply an absurd faney on his
part. The frandulent Jones was a
smooth-faced young man, with gold-
tipped teeth—while Mr. Paul Forrest
sported a very glossy black mustache,
that had a purplish tinge in eertain
lights, and the whitest and most even
teeth that were ever seen outside a
dentist's establishment; neither was the
little blueish scar visible upon Mr.
Forest's white forechead, that Tad had
noticed upon the intellectual brow of
Jones. Yet, all the same, he often un-
consciously eonnected the two in his
mind, even while he langhed at his
own folly in so doing.

“Miss Smith, good-morning—Tad,
my boy, how are you?" exclaimed Mr.
Forrest, with his effusive smile, as he
lounged idly up the garden-path, and,
with a ecoolness peculiar to himself, sat
down on the edge of the garden piazza.

Miss Smith stifily acknowledged the
grecting, and Tad, glancing up shyly,
said he was pretty well. He was a lit-
tle flattered by Mr. Forrest's evident

interest in himself—though he was not |

guite sure that he liked it. after all. He

| had nothing in common with the eity-

brad gentleman, and was rather puz-
zled to know what Mr. Forrest could
have in common with himself.

“Come into the honse after yon get
throngh weeding, Tad:; I want you,"
said Miss Smith, stalking past the una-

bashed Mr. Forrest, who sat quite at |

his ense, with the ivory head of his cane
between his lips.

“Yes'm,” was the meck reply, and

Tad silently continued his work, wish-

ing that Mr. Forrest would go, for he
was very well aware that Miss Smith
did not at ail approve of the gentle-
man's frequent visitations,
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simple talk about the lessons taught l:_\‘ every body's business is public prop-
One who onee walked upe "3 earth, and | orty, the story of Tad and his traveling-
spake as never man spake. 3 There was | cachel was generally known, as was

| very much in it that Tad perfeetly un-| 1< the fact that no attention had ever

| teachings of the great Master began to
take form in his mind. True, it was
only embaodied in the simple thought,
syl try to be a better i!rl_‘.',"
such beginning= oftentimes comes the |
real suecess of a true Christian life.
And when the sermon elosed Tad felt
that he should never be tired of listen-
ing to a minister who made things as
plain as did Mr. Allen.

Now, it was Samantha Nason’s inva-
riable habit to sit through the singing,
while the others rose. “I work hard
[all the week, and I'm going to make

Sunday my day of rest,” =said Saman-
tha once, a little defiantly, “an’ I guess
I can worship the Lord as well settin’
' down as standin’ up.”
| As the closing hymn was being sung,
| Tad noticed that Joe, who all through
| the service had kept his richt haad
| persistently in his pocket, slowly with-
drew it, though without removing his
 eves from the pages of the hymn-book,
and, seemingly holding something in
his grasp, slipped his elosed hand gently
| along on the ledge of the pew before
| him, till it was in close proximity to
| the back of Miss Nason's neck. Then
he stole a sly glance in the direetion of
his father and mother, who were too
| intent upon following the words of the
hyvma (in which their dadghter Nellie's
| voice uprose as clear and sweet as the
notes of & woodland bird) to notice the
Slowly Joe's

|

|

| movements of their son.

his hand stole back to a place beside its
fellow.

“Now what s he up to!” thought
Tad, warned by the shadowy grin on
Joe's featnres. And, following the
direction of his friend’s eyes, Tad's un-
spoken question was answered. Clumsi-
Iy clambering over the back of the
prim ruffle about Miss Nason's neck
was & brown wood-beetle, as big as
the end of Tad's little finger. But be-

yvet from |

{ just the thing, either,”
{ little surprised at the unexpected ques-

fore be could decide what to do Miss

derstood, and, as he listened, a dim de-| oo paid to Captain Flage's advertise-
sire to fashion ®his voung life after the |

ment. So it was not strange that Mr.
Forrest should be in possession of the
same knowledge. He had referred to
the matter easnally in conversation
with Tad, declaring that it was a mighty
interesting incident in real life—come,
now!

“So you never opened the little alli-
oator-skin sachel, to see what was in
it—eh, Tad?" suddenly asked Mr. For-
rest, after a short pause.

“Why, no, sir! T haven't a key—
and, if I had, I don’t think it wounld be
replied Tad, a

tion.

*Oh, I don’t know,” remarked Mr.
Forrest, coolly; “there might be some-
thing in it that wounld give you a clew
to the real owner.”

“That’s true,”” murmured Tad, who
had never thought of this before.

“I think it's your duty to try and
open it,”" continued Mr. Forrest, secing
the impression he had made.

“But I couldn’t without breakinz the
lock. and I should not like to do that,”
Tad answered, with a perpiexed look.

“I suppose you keep it in your pos-
session?” inguired Mr. Forrest, care-
Jessly: and Tad nodded. *Then, why
not bring the bag over to my room this
evening—I dare say some of my keys
will unlock it,” suggested thg gentle-
man, blandly.

“I'll think sbout it, sir,” replied Tad,
cautiously, for he was not quite sure
that it would be just the right thiag to
do; and, moreover, he wanted to adk
the advise of Miss Smith. in whoss
good judgment Tad had the firmest con-
fidenee, before taking any such decisive
step.

* |TO BE CONTINUED.]

—* I will not write any more,"” said
a friend in closing her letter, * for
there js a pudding in the kitchen
patiently wasing lo be miade.'"—Chicago
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(Malott & Company.)

ABILENE, - - - KANSAS,

Transaets a general banking business—
Neo limit te our liability.

A. W. RICE, D. R. GORDEN, JOHX
JOHNTZ, W. B. GILES AND
T. Il. MALOTT,
T. H. MALOTT, Cashier.

CITY BAKERY.

T. S. BARTON, Prop'r,

Respectfully invites the citizens of Abi-
lene to his Bakery, at the old Keller
where he has

DICKINSON GOUNTY

REAL ESTATE EXCHANGE

400 Improved Farms for Sale or
trade.

380,000 Acres Unimproved Land
at from $5 to $25 per acre.

500 City Lots. Improved City
Property.

We also have several Stocks of
Merchandise for Sale or Trade.

IF YOU WANT TO MAKE MONEY

Call on us at once and we will convince you that we have the
best bargains to offer of any one in the business.

A. B. COULSON, Secretary,

Office, West end Post-Office Block.

DO YOU WANT THE EARTH?

I ean not give yon that, bat I ean give you the best bargains on earth in

Boots, Shoes, Hats, Gaps, Gloves and Gents'

FURNISHING GOODSs.

1 AM OVERSTOCKED,
OVERLPADED,
OYERCROWDED,
OVERWHELMED,
With my large assortment, and for 80 days offer it at CLEAN SWEEP
FIGURES. Come and see me and you will find your fond dreams

realized, your expectations more tham gratified by offerings of un-
paralleled generesity. 1 am now selling

THE AMERICAN SEWING MACGHINE

at unearthly low prices, at money saving prices, at people pleasing prices,
Uld machines taken for"what they are worth in exchange for mew ones.
Remember, square dealing

Honest Values, l {
Latest Styles, > We put before you. Is what we < Preach,
Lowest Prices, ) Guarantee.

DON'T FORGET THE PLACE,
C. McINERINEYXY,

West end of Building, Corner Third and Broadway.
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TH ABLEKE NORTELGE CONPNY

A. W. RICE, President. D). W. JACUBY, Manager. M. H. HEWETT, See'y.
D, . GORDEN, Vice-Presideat. T. H. MALOTT, Treasurer.

DIRECTORS:

JOHN JOHNTZ, W. B. GILES, A. W, RICE, D. K. GORDEN, T. H.
MALOTT, M. H. HEWETT, D. W. JACUBY.

Money loaned on farms and city property at lowest rates.

Mouey paid without delay. Principal and interest payable

%t m]:r office in Abilene, Kan. Office over Citizen’s
ank.

W. H. EICHOLTZ,

(Graduate of the Rochester, N. Y., School of Embalming.)
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Undertakers' Supplies, Burial Robas, all sizes of Metallle Caskets, Red Cedar Caskets, Picture
Frame Moldings, Room Moldings, etc., an endiess variety ou band. Cabinet work of
every descriytion done promptly and satisfactorfly. Cedar street, cor. Third,
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I nlso have a small steck of

BOOTS AND SHOES,

Which will be seld AT COST at Merrificld®s old stand. Hawieg pur-
chased the entire stock formerly earried by Merrificld Dros., with the
additlion of some fresh goods, 1 invite all old custemers and friends to give
me a call. I will ulways pay the highest market pries for preduce.
Come and try me and

CALL and SEE FOR YOURSELVES.

SHOCKEY & SNIDER,

Dealers in

Hardware, Agricultural Implements, Ec.

CORNER FOURTH AND BRoOADWAY,
ABILENE, KANSAS.

J- C. ROYER, Attorney and Notary. C. G. BESSEY.

FRY, BOYER & CO.,

REAL ESTATE, LOAND AND INSURANCE.

Leans on farms snd city property. Real estate bought and sold, Imsur-
mm-lczmtm Netary basiness promptly atiended

A. FRY.




